When  we  go  back  to  the  old  home  place 
We  loved  in  the  long  ago; 

Things  never  seem  the  same  to  us 
As  we  sit  in  the  firelight’s  glow 

For  we  miss  the  sound  of  some  loved  one’s  voice 
The  sight  of  some  loved  one’s  face 
Things  never  seem  quite  the  same  to  us 
When  we  go  to  the  old  home  place. 

And  we  learn  the  lesson  that’s  sad  and  true 
That  nothing  on  earth  may  last 
For  the  loves  of  to-day  and  the  joys  of  to-day 
Are  soon  with  the  things  of  the  past. 

The  scenes  and  the  folks  of  the  old  home  place 
All  change  with  the  changing  years 
Though  we  smile  when  we  greet  the  folks  back 
home 

Yet  we  smile  through  a  midst  of  tears. 

There  is  always  a  wish  in  the  yearning  heart 
A  longing  we  cannot  escape  ; 

We  long  for  the  ones  who  have  gone  away 
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Away  from  the  old  home  place. 

We  miss  their  smile  and  their  love  so  true 
And  so,  when  we  go  back  there 
Things  never  seem  the  same  to  us 
Because  of  the  vacant  chair. 
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